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Abstract
I smile, think of you and smile, eyes burning wet, but smile...
On himself with this last caustic taunt: 
"Could it be they have found a new master? 
. . . When will he turn them on me?" 
I moved to his side and touched his shoulder — 
He jerked his wild eyes and ragged face 
At me and snarled the curse through his tight lips: 
"Damn you, damn you, damn you be damnedl" 
(And I knew I would be.) 
I left then 
For there was nothing I could do to help him, 
And as I go I hear him sobbing still: 
"My hounds, my hounds I 
They all have gone beyond the call 
Of my horn bugle." 
— James Wickliff, Sci. '55 
REMEMBRANCE 
I smile, 
think of you and smile, 
eyes burning wet, 
but smile. 
I can never say I hate you. 
I can only say you are you 
and did not love me enough. 
You never mouthed, "I love you," 
but spoke with your eyes, 
your hand on my hair, 
your voice when you touched my name. 
A warm love, a fierce love, 
a soft love, a full love, 
still not love enough. 
Then this is all . . . 
that I made you smile, 
drew you out from your somber self, 
made you happy for a little while. 
—Josephine Brown Berkholes 
